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Author's Notes: 
| always have enjoyed the idea of Esa and Santeri being in an established relationship and bringing Tomi in as a 


third. | hope you all enjoy this, too. 


Esa was drunk 

Tomi glared from across the hot tub as the guitarist stuck his tongue down Santeri's throat shamelessly. 

"m still here, you guys," he said loudly, folding his tattooed arms over his chest. 

‘More reason to finally join us," Santeri managed to say before his mouth got swallowed again by Esa. 
Santeri was not nearly as drunk as Esa, but he normally was twice as lewd while sober, so he had no qualms 


about literally fucking his boyfriend in front of Tomi - if it came to that. 


Tomi wasn't going to let that happen. 


‘lm out here trying to enjoy midsummer, and you two are ruining - ruining my view," Tomi said. 


"Or maybe we're making it better," Santeri said, and started kissing and biting Esa's chest. Esa moaned 


contentedly, leaning against the edge of the tub and stringing his fingers through the keyboardist's blonde hair. 


Tomi bit his lip, trying to keep his body from reacting to the scene playing out in front of him. Then again, 
if he did get hard, they wouldn't be able to see. Esa's moans sent tingles down to Tomi's toes. 


This wasn't the first time Santeri and Esa propositioned Tomi to join them in bed. It also likely wouldn't be 
the last. But over the years, the constant invitations wore at Tomi's resolve. It was tempting now more than 
ever, as he was drunk and horny, and they were alone at their summer cottage for a weekend getaway. It was 
Tomi's first midsummer as a single man in several years, and the couple had invited him to stay with them so 
he wouldn't be alone. He'd had an inkling that they'd try to get him to join them in bed yet again when he 
accepted the invitation. But Tomi was stubborn, and he didn't want to give Santeri the satisfaction of admitting 
that he wanted in. 

So he continued to watch. 


He sipped his beer and pretended to be disgusted. 


"Esa's a good kisser," Santeri told him, backing away to breathe. Tomi watched the small string of saliva 


connecting their lips break and licked his own. "Esa, don't you want to show Tomi what a good kisser you are?" 
Esa giggled a little and nodded, going back in for Santeri's lips. 


Tomi figured he was in trouble when the idea of Esa kissing him began to sound interesting - perhaps even 


tempting. He stared at the beer in his hand. How many had he had? 

"Go on," Santeri directed his intoxicated boyfriend, "Go show Tomi what he's missing out on" 

Esa looked over at Tomi, waiting for a sign of an invitation. Tomi didn't react. 

"He wants you, Tomi,’ Santeri persisted. 

Tomi pursed his lips, wanting to give in. Esa was handsome, Tomi had always thought so. And he was giving 
him a dreamy look with a big smile and twinkling blue eyes. But Tomi hadn't done anything with another man 
before. He didn't want to embarrass himself. What if he got too excited and showed how much he really 
wanted this? Santeri would never let him live that down. Plus, Esa was Santeri's boyfriend. Wouldn't that be 
weird? Even if Santeri was the one egging it on... 


He glanced over at the keyboardist. 


"You going to keep poor Esa hanging?" the blonde asked him. 


Tomi sighed, turning around to make sure no one was watching. That was stupid, considering there was no 
one else but them in the middle of the woods. 


"Fine," he decided. But he stayed put. 

Tentatively, Esa slid over to him and reached out one hand to touch Tom's jaw. 
"May 1?" the guitarist asked 

Tomi nodded, sucking in a breath, and setting his beer safely on the edge of the tub. 
Esa smiled, as though relieved and surprised at the same time, and leaned in 


The first gentle touch of Esa's lips to his was enough to send shocking ripples of pleasure throughout 
Tomi's body. He must've moaned out loud, because he heard Santeri curse under his breath. 


"Fuck, that's hot," said the blonde. 

Tomi found his hands were suddenly in Esa's silken hair, loosening it from its tie and letting it fall down past 
his broad shoulders. This was actually happening. Esa hummed happily into his mouth and slipped out his 
Tongue. Tomi pushed out his, too, and they swirled their tongues together while exploring each others' mouths. 
Esa was so warm and hot; Tomi was already burning up from the hot tub and the alcohol he'd consumed. He 


would surely melt if this kept up. 


Finally, a chance to take a deep breath of nighttime summer air, Esa moved his lips from Tomi's in favor 
of nibbling down his jaw, to his neck, and settling into his collarbone. 


"Oh," Tomi managed, scraping his fingernails across Esa's back. 
"He's good, isn't he?" Santeri purred. 


Tomi managed a half-lidded glance at his band mate and whimpered out some sort of agreement. Santeri 


chuckled. 
"Just wait ‘til he sucks your dick," he said. "It's incredible." 
"He'd --" Tomi stopped, trying to work the words out of his throat. "Esa, you'd do that?" 
Esa stopped nibbling on his shoulder to look at him with big blue eyes. 


"Do you want me to?" 


Tomi felt dazed. Was this really happening? Was Esa going to..? 
"| mean - | wouldn't - | wouldn't say no," he managed. 


Esa's face broke into a pleased grin before he leaned back in and kissed Tomi's lips. The singer felt more 
warmth radiate through his body, settling firmly in his groin. If he hadn't been earlier, he was very erect now, 
his cock excited at the promise of a wet mouth to fuck 


Esa settled against Tomi's body, and the smaller man greedily slid his hands up and down Esas slick skin. 
The guitarist placed his hand on Tomi's taut stomach before he journeyed south to Tomi's swim trunks. He 
palmed Tomi's hard cock over top of the fabric, and the younger man lifted his hips, nearly sinking into the 
water as he lost his posture. He grasped onto Esa's slippery back and gasped. 


"Nice," Esa breathed, massaging Tomi's dick through his shorts. "I'd love to give it a taste." 
"Please," Tomi begged. 


Esa surged forward and connected their lips again. By now, Tomi had adjusted to Esa's pattern of kissing 
and found he enjoyed it. His mouth reacted automatically, following Esa's tongue with his own 


He'd all but forgotten that Santeri was watching them, spiraling into Esa's world and becoming blind to 
everything else. But then Sande spoke up. 


"Sit up on the side of the tub," he directed. "Esa can't suck your cock underwater, dumbass." 


Esa snorted into the kiss, amused at his boyfriend's brashness. Tomi found his body moving on its own 
accord. Suddenly, he was sitting up on the ledge, shivering as the temperate evening air attached to his wet 
skin He lifted his hips so Esa could tug his swim shorts down past his knees. They were plucked off of him 
completely and left to float away somewhere, forgotten. 


"Fuck," he cursed, his eyes falling shut as Esa's hair draped over his thighs. He quaked with eagerness as 
he felt the older man trail kisses along the insides of his thighs before finally settling on the tip of his cock. A 


few tentative licks of Esa's tongue, and then the guitarist engulfed Tomi's cock completely in his mouth. 


Tomi nearly lost his balance as his dick hit the back of Esa's throat. He grasped at the edge of the tub, 


knocking over his beer bottle into the grass and cursing. 
"Now you see what | mean" 


Tomi cracked open an eye to see Santeri grinning at him like a Cheshire cat at the opposite end of the tub; 


the keyboardist's cheeks were rosy from arousal. He was enjoying the view. 


"You get to have this every day?" Tomi asked jealously. Esa bobbed his head contentedly, swirling his 
Tongue along every vein, as though he could do this all day, as though he did do this every day. Tomi supposed 
he could and did. 


"He's always eager to please," Santeri said. "And while | don't mind sharing, | am feeling a little neglected at 


the moment. Esa?" 


Esa backed off of Tomi's lap and dipped back into the water, floating over to his boyfriend. Tomi watched, 
disappointed, hoping that wasn't the end. Esa's mouth had felt so good, so ethereal. He'd simply not survive if 
he didn't get to experience it again. He gave his cock a few tugs. 


Esa quickly had his tongue back down Santeri's throat, and Tomi watched with hungry eyes as Santeri 
tangled deft fingers into the guitarist's silky hair. He hopped off the ledge of the tub and moved over to them, 


enveloped back into the relaxing heat of the water. He didn't know what he planned to do, exactly, but he knew 
he refused to be excluded this time. 


He reached out and touched Santeri's arm. The keyboardist let out a soft noise, muffled by Esa's mouth, 
and grasped Tomi's side, tugging him close. Santeri broke away from Esa and looked at Tomi. His eyes were 
intense, full of arousal and desire. 

Tomi surged forward and connected their lips. He'd gotten used to Esa quickly, but Santeri kissed a little 
differently. Their mouths slid together clumsily, but only for a moment, before they were locked in. Tomi 
moaned into the older man’s lips when Santeri grasped him by the hair. 

Shit," he heard Esa curse. "I want to fuck you both so badly.’ 

Tomi's eyes rolled to the back of his head at that. 

If Esa wanted to fuck him, Tomi would let him. 

The next moments happened quickly, and Tomi found himself pinned against the edge of the hot tub, clinging 


to it desperately as Esa roughly fingered him. 


"Slow down," he heard Santeri tell the oldest one. "He's a virgin. He's not going to disappear if you don't get 


your dick in him within ten seconds." 


Tomi blushed at being called a virgin For fuck's sake, he was a 44-year-old man! Though, Santeri 
technically was right, he hadn't been fucked by a man before. 


"m so - fuck, he's so hot, Santeri, | want him now--" 


| want you now, too, Esa, but I'm not going to fucking jam myself into you without making sure you're 


ready first." 

Sorry...” 

"You can fuck me," Tomi said through gritted teeth. "I'm ready" 

Tomi braced himself as Esa breached him. He was thick, and it felt like his cock never ended as he pushed 
in. Tomi leaned down and bit his forearm. He was glad he was drunk for this. It didn't exactly hurt, but it was 
weird. Tomi felt so full. He'd never felt so..grounded. So present. 


At the same time, he was taken away with feeling as Esa began to fuck him. 


He kept his teeth clamped onto his arm, muffling his groans. Esa gripped his hips tightly as he rocked into 
him, sending water splashing with every collision of skin. He heard Santeri encouraging them on. 


Tomi's body felt like it was on fire. His cock ached with need, his forearm hurt where he was biting, and 
each thrust of Esa's dick was getting closer to becoming too much. All these sensations, coupled with the hot 
water, were beginning to overwhelm him. 

He released his arm and started crying out his pleasures openly now. 

"You like this?" Esa asked, his voice heavy with need. 

"Y-yes," Tomi moaned, digging his fingers into the tub's edge. 

"Making him say it is hot," Santeri decided. "Tomi, how does Esa's cock feel?" 

"Good," the singer managed. "Big" 

‘| thought so," Santeri said. "Esa, stop." 

"What?" Tomi asked. "No!" 

But Esa obeyed his boyfriend, pulling out and leaving Tomi feeling so empty. He needed that fullness back. He 
straightened slowly and turned around, missing Esa's hands holding his hips. The guitarist and keyboardist were 
stood up and kissing passionately now, and Tomi could see the heads of both of their cocks peeking out of the 


water. Shit, Esa was big - and so was Santeri. 


How had that been inside of him? 


His two older band mates pressed their slick bodies together, forgetting about their singer as they kissed. 
Tomi watched, mesmerized, as Santeri's hands slid down to cup Esa's ass. The keyboardist spread apart Esa's 
cheeks and pushed in a long finger, causing Esa to emit a happy noise. Was Santeri going to fuck Esa in front of 
Tomi? 

Tomi wasn't sure his brain could handle it. 

The closest he'd ever gotten to this was hearing their muffled sighs through walls as they fucked in hotel 
rooms next door to his. He'd also almost caught them a few times messing around backstage or on the bus 
when they thought everyone was asleep. But to see it happen, before his own eyes? To watch them be 
Together so intimately... 

But then: 


"You want to fuck Esa, Tomi?" 


The shorter man's jaw dropped after he comprehended what Santeri had just asked him. Seeing he must've 


broken him, Santeri grinned, amused. 
"He's ready for you. Come on" 
Esa watched Tomi quietly, a lustful expression on his face. 
"Hurry up, Tomi,” Santeri said. "Come feel his tight little hole around your cock." 


Tomi stepped forward in the water, taking his place behind the taller man. After some arranging of limbs, 


he managed to push his cock inside. 

Oh. God! 

This was embarrassing. He was going to cum after just a few thrusts. He had his arms wrapped around 
Esa's torso, quivering, his cheek pressed against the intricate tattoo on Esas muscular back. He stopped his 
movements, but it was almost too late. 

And then Esa moaned and pressed back into him, causing Tomi to tip over the edge. 

Wave after wave. 


After wave. 


After wave. 


Tomi was certain he saw white. He cried out but he couldn't hear himself. His voice rang into the nature of 


night, absorbing into the trees. He shook against the older man, his eyes opening as he came down from his 


high. 
He tuned into Santeri's low chuckle. 


"He tends to make me fall apart pretty quickly, too," the keyboardist purred. 


The men got out of the hot tub and wandered back into their cabin. Their swim shorts were forgotten, left 
draping over the corners of the tub. Tomi had no clue what they were going to do now, but he knew he was 


tired, and he knew his body was still buzzing with pleasure. He hadn't cum that hard in a while. 


Santeri took Tomi's hand and led them past his guest bedroom to the one they shared. The singer got up 
onto their bed and laid out openly, propping his legs apart and waiting with half-lidded eyes. He paid no attention 
as Santeri shuffled in the bedside drawer for lube. Eventually, both of his older band mates joined him on the 
bed. 


Esa kissed him while Santeri slicked up his hole, stretching him out all over again. Tomi grasped Esa's hair, 
pulling him back in for more every time Esa tried to back away. Esa chuckled, amused, and finally sat back. 


Santeri took his position between Tomi's thighs, taking a moment to run his thumbs over the hard buds of 
the singer's nipples. 


"So beautiful,” Santeri observed. "All these beautiful tattoos and muscles. He's a sight to behold, isn't he, 


Esa?" 

When Esa agreed, Tomi realized the location of his voice had moved somewhere behind Santeri. He'd been 
too distracted staring at Santeri's thick cock and honey-colored pubic hair to notice Esa was no longer right 
next to him. 


"May | fuck you, Tomi?" Santeri asked, 


Tomi met the older man’s lively blue eyes and nodded. The keyboardist smiled warmly before pushing 
Tomi's thighs apart further and guiding his cock inside. 


There was that liquid burning sensation all over again. 
Tomi grunted. Santeri lifted his legs over his shoulders and the singer hooked his ankles around his neck. 


"You feel amazing," the blonde said. He luxuriated in fucking the younger man for a while before he paused 


his movements. 


"Don't stop," Tomi whined, his body adapting once more. But he realized why Santeri stilled when he let out 


a loud moan and screwed his eyes shut. 

He was being fucked by Esa 

While he was fucking Tomi. 

Esa was essentially fucking Tomi with Santeri, and that blew the singer's mind. 

The three of them moved as one unit, colliding bodies becoming slick with sweat. Their pants and moans 
bounced off the cabin walls, music to Tomi's ears. Santeri bent him nearly in half, leaning down to connect their 
mouths. 

"lm going to cum," Esa announced. 

Tomi felt Santeri lurch forward into him as Esa fucked him harder. Santeri sang out happy curses as Esa 
rode out his orgasm, spilling every drop inside of the keyboardist. The blonde buried his face in Tomi's neck, 
managing a few more thrusts before his own orgasm hit. 

Feeling Santeri shoot his load inside of him was an odd sensation. He felt Santeri's cock twitching as its hot 
cum painted his inner walls, and he instantly decided this was his new favorite thing. He wanted to experience 


this daily. He was obsessed. 


He wondered if Esa and Santeri were open to having a permanent third in their lives, or if this was just a 


one time ordeal. 


He'd gotten hard again since earlier, so Esa leisurely sucked at his cock while Santeri went to find towels to 


clean themselves off. 


He emptied his balls down the guitarists throat, gripping that silky hair and holding him still while he thrust 
up out of control. Esa gagged slightly, but swallowed it all, and sat up, licking his lips. He looked pleased. 


The three of them didn't speak much more that night, just kissed lazily and got under the sheets. Luckily, 
this was a large bed, because when Tomi suggested going back to his room for the night, Esa refused to let 


him leave. 


"You stay," he said, throwing a heavy, tattooed arm over his chest. 


"Okay," Tomi said, feeling himself warm up with need all over again when Santeri slipped into bed beside him, 


turned off the light, and cuddled into his side. He was stuck between the two of them, but he didn't mind. 


He fell into a deep slumber, feeling sated and protected between his two older, larger band mates. He 
dreamed of what awaited him in the morning, knowing it would be even more mind-blowing than what had 


occurred that evening. 


